20            SELF-SELECTED    ESSAYS

Then the officials made their appearance. The
referee climbed into his high chair, and the time-
keeper sat down beside his stop-watch and bell. The
fat men in white sweaters brought out their pails of
water, bottles, and towels, and stumped round to their
corners. The announcer climbed into the ring, which
was immediately flooded with hard bright light. I
like the announcer at the Ring. He looks as if he
were taken over from the original chapel. He has an
air of mellowed Nonconformity. His trim white hair
and white moustache, his black tie, black morning
coat, and dark, striped trousers, these things give him
dignity; and even when he bellows "Ler-hay-dees an'
Ger-hentle-men, Ser-hiz Rer-hound Contest," you still
feel that he is probably the last of the Old Surrey
deacons.

Two thin but muscular youths, whose street-corner
faces seemed almost an insult to their excellent bodies,
climbed into the ring, grinned, touched gloves, and
then instantly began pummelling one another. They
were poor boxers but good stout-hearted fighters, and
they pleased the rapidly growing audience. One of
them got a cut early in the contest, with the result
that both their faces were quickly crimsoned and there
were marks of blood on their bodies. Somebody who
knew nothing about the sport might have imagined
that they were trying to kill one another and that the
roaring crowd in the cheap seats was filled with blood-
lust, but ol course actually they were both good-
humouredly slogging away, doing little or no harm to